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Elliott Zak 
Elliott Zak (1944 - 1994) was the Middle Eastern Cataloger for the Columbia University Libraries . Elliott's involvement 
with languages and linguistics can be traced back to his high school days, when he won the Teachers of Spanish medal upon 
graduating from Abraham Lincoln High School. Elliott grew up in Borough Park, Brooklyn where English, Yiddish and 
Hebrew were languages of everyday discourse. His mother was a Hebrew teacher who participated in a language circle that 
Elliott attended with her. After high school Elliott earned a B.A. from Hunter College ( 1971 ), with a major in Russian liter-
ature and a minor in Spanish literature. He went on to complete an M.A. in Russian literature at N.Y.U. (1977) and an 
M.L.S at Pratt Institute (1978), while picking up a number of other languages along the way. 
Elliott's involvement with libraries and librarianship also goes back to undergraduate days. He held positions at Yeshiva 
University's Stem College, the N.Y.U. Library, the YIVO Institute, and the New York Academy of Medicine, before joining 
the staff of CUL in 1978 as the Cataloger for Near Eastern languages. The editors of the Columbia Librarian have chosen 
to remember and honor Elliott's contributions to professional librarianship at Columbia with this special issue. 
Joyce Gartrell * and Carol Mandel Remember Elliott 
J.G.: Carol Mandel and I interviewed him for his job at Columbia, (when Carol was Head of OMC and I was Head 
of Serials Cat.) because he was going to do both monographs and serials in Arabic and Hebrew. When we finally 
decided that we would hire him and offered him the job, he was like a wiggly puppy, he was so delighted to be com-
ing to work at Columbia University Libraries. He kept saying things like, "Oh, thank you, thank you. Oh, I'm so 
excited . Oh, I'm going to work at Columbia. Oh, Thank you, thank you." wiggling all over as he said them. 
A week or so ago Lee[Joyce's Husband] came to me with 5 dark brown seeds ____________ _ 
in his hand. He said, "We moved these from the city". I was delighted, as they 
are 5 Paw paw seeds that Elliott gave me some time ago to plant, and I never 
got around to planting them. I think they were from Central Park . So we 
intend to plant these seeds, perhaps in the house this winter, or if not, then in 
the Spring, outside. Elliott was really very knowledgeable about edible plants 
in NYC, and periodically went on field trips in Central Park and elsewhere in 
the city collecting mushrooms and other edibles. Joan knows more about this 
than I do. 'Tis very sad that we have lost him. 
C.M.:I too have a very strong memory of the pleasure Joyce and I shared when 
we interviewed Elliott for his job at Columbia . His eagerness and enthusiasm 
were delightful--not to mention his good cataloging skills and amazing lan-
guage abilities. For all the years I knew him, my strongest memory of him was 
as the young, excited cataloger, who took such joy in words and books and his 
work. 
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When I left Columbia in 1979, he was a young beginner. When I returned in 1987, he was a grown up with a family, 
all the more skilled and knowledgeable, and no less enthusiastic. (Although a bit more contained in displaying his 
enthusiasm.) That's when he told me of his work planting and caring for trees in the city. He still loved books and 
words, but he had also become a nurturer of living things--trees and children. I will be very glad to have a living tree 
to remember him by. 
* Joyce Gartrell, who practiced librarianship in many capacities at Columbia and elsewhere, recently retired from the CUL staff. 
Elliott The Intrepid 
Rosanne Farkas 
One hazy, hot, humid day in the sum-
merof '93, I went to 320 to consult 
Elliott about an old, undated 
Hungarian moncgraph I had inherited 
from the Marion Szigethy backlog 
elimination project. Since I had to 
create a record for it and because it 
would then go into EDZ's cataloging 
backlog, I thought it best to tell him 
how I was proceeding, to be sure that 
I was "covering all bases". He recom-
mended that I search Mansell for a 
prototype, then, having second 
thoughts, he sprang up from his chair 
and said: '"That's an interesting prob-
lem. I'll come with you and have a 
look, too." We went to the Reference 
Dept., where, of course, we had to 
step out of air-conditioning into a 
very hot and dusty environment. 
Before we could even reach the 
Mansell alcove, Elliott's respiratory 
allergies caused him a fierce sneezing 
fit, which set a nearby Reference 
Desk staffer to giggling. Nevertheless, 
Elliott stuck it out and we located the 
appropriate prototype in Mansell. I 
knew him for close to fifteen years 
and it really hurts to lose him. 
Not Eating Boston Creme Pie 
Michael Stoller 
I love Boston Creme Pie. There is Boston Creme Pie on the menu at Grandma's, 
where Elliott and I would often go for coffee in the afternoon. Now, they never 
actually have Boston Creme Pie at Grandma's. It's just on the menu. But every 
time we would go for coffee, Elliott would ask the waiter if today they had 
Boston Creme Pie. He would ask, because he knew I loved Boston Creme Pie. He 
would ask, because he liked to tease me with the prospect that some day the phan-
tom on the menu would become real. And he would ask, because he liked to tease 
the waiter a bit too. Elliott liked to tease, and, being Elliott, of course he teased 
the waiter in Greek. 
Elliott and I spent many hours in Grandma's not eating Boston Creme Pie. He 
would eat lox and bagels, and I would eat rice pudding - that is something they 
always have at Grandma's. And we would talk. We would talk about our families, 
about our children. We would talk about Judaism and being Jewish. Elliott said 
I'd missed my Jewish heritage, growing up as I did in the Midwest, and he was 
determined to fill in the gaps. And we would exchange knowledge about so many 
other things. Elliott learned a bit about medieval history and Christian theology 
from me, and I learned about the Sephardic migrations around the Mediterranean, 
about herbs and pits and every sort of vegetation, and above all I learned about 
language. 
Elliott loved language. He was actually a linguistic athlete. He learned languages 
the way little boys pick up new sports, seemingly without effort, perhaps with a 
purpose but mostly for fun. He loved the wonderful ways people have found to 
express themselves, and he 'loved how those expressions wander from language to 
language. Elliott could track a word through half-a-dozen languages, cherishing 
the shifts in pronunciation, laughing at the changes in meaning. He just adored 
being able to surprise people by speaking in their own tongue, and he loved all 
the wonderful things he could read and discover, if he just learned one more lan-
guage. So we'd talk about the relationship between German and Yiddish, and 
about the different branches of Yiddish. We'd talk about Latin and Greek and 
Uzbek. And we had lots of conversations about Ladino, the language Spanish 
Jews took with them to the Eastern Mediterranean. It was a language that seemed 
to hold a unique fascination for Elliott. 
I learned a great deal from Elliott - a lot about being Jewish, a lot about growing 
up in Brooklyn, a lot about language and history. Elliott was a scholar, as much as 
any member of Columbia's faculty. But I also learned about being human, 
because Elliott was a unique and wonderful person. He loved to laugh. He loved 
to tease. He loved to see other people happy. He talked endlessly about the way 
people behave, the things they do, and he puzzled over all this, always wanting to 
understand people better and always very openly wanting to be a better person 
himself. 
I know so many things and understand so many things, because I knew Elliott. 
The one mystery we were never able to unravel, though, is why Grandma's per-
sists in having Boston Creme Pie on their menu, when they never have it to serve. 
If ever the day comes, when I look into that dessert case and see a slice of Boston 
Creme Pie, I shall toast my old friend with my first bite and remember how very 
delightful it was to share a booth at Grandma's and the entire world of knowledge 
with Elliott. 
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Elliott's Global Village 
Caro/Pardo 
Going to lunch with Elliott could become a trip around the world, even if one's final 
destination was no further away than Grandmas, the coffeeshop just out the 115th 
Street gate and across Broadway from Columbia. 
Just as he would be ready to leave, Elliott might receive a phone call from his family, 
conducted in Russian, Ukrainian or Hebrew. Going out the door, he would wish his 
colleagues as much enjoyment of their lunch as he took in his, this time in Arabic, 
Hebrew or whatever language crossed his path. Outside the library, on the way out the 
gate, he might run into his professor of Tadjik. Entering Grandma's, he would greet 
the waiters in Greek. ("Greek, Elliott? When did you learn Greek?" "I got interested in 
it and took it for a couple of semesters in college. It's fascinating.") If we were seated 
in the station served by Maria, from Ethiopia, Elliott would catch up with her in 
Amharic. 
Lunch was generally conducted in English with Elliott just as curious and enthusiastic 
as ever--even in this most mundane of languages. 
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On the way back to work, Elliott might run into a former student from his Introductory 
Uzbek class before returning to to his desk, and the Turkish, Finnish, Rumanian, 
Persian or Hungarian materials awaiting cataloging there. 
Yet for all his love of communicating with others in their native languages, Elliott was 
noticeably reticent about discussing the gift that permitted him to do so. Once, howev-
er, he did let something slip. In reply to yet another question about his mastery of lan-
guages, looking slightly abashed and more than a little uncomfortable--but without an 
iota of coyness, condescension or self-aggrandizement--with what can only be 
described as a sort of innocence, he replied " Well, there are really very few ways to 




I get poison ivy a lot. I get poison 
ivy working in my garden in 
Pennsylvania or walking through 
the woods in the summer or stack-
ing firewood. I get it from petting 
stray cats who have walked through 
a patch of it. I have even gotten it 
in the winter. 
Elliott, despite being a city person, 
loved all things green. We would 
often talk about plants, from exotic 
vegetables in Chinatown to dande-
lions. He would also quiz me on 
what mushrooms grow in my yard 
or whether I had ever seen a May 
Apple. He amazed me with his sto-
ries of joining Wild Man Brill on 
his foraging trips in Central Park. 
Such bravery to go into the deserted 
areas of the Park and then to eat 
what he found! 
When Elliott saw me with poison 
ivy he was immediately concerned 
and told me that what I needed was 
Jewel Weed. He was sure it grew 
wild in my woods and described it 
in minute detail. Since I can not 
avoid poison ivy in the first place, I 
was not eager to rub any old plant 
on my face. He brought in a speci-
men from Central Park. By the 
time we examined it over the LC 
Classification Schedules in OMC, it 
looked like cooked spinach. Not 
very helpful for the novice botonist. 
So Elliott bided his time until Fall 
and surprised me with Jewel Weed 
seeds carefully wrapped in plastic 
that he had gathered. 
Although poison ivy is still an 
annual event, I'm happy to think 
that generations of Jewel Weed are 
flourishing somewhere on my land, 
a living reminder to me of Elliott's 
kindness and his love of nature. 
I 
A Natural Teacher 
Elisheva Schwartz 
Elliott was a dear friend to many of us and, quite simply, a character-and a 
more warm-hearted and giving one I can't imagine. His first impulse was 
always to share. Dorothy Danavall who arrives in 320 Butler very early in 
the morning, tells of sitting at her desk at around 7:30 in the morning, and 
suddenly becoming aware of the smell of scrambled eggs and homefries 
wafting in the breezes. She walked over to Elliott's desk, where he was 
devouring his breakfast with relish. As soon as he saw her, he lifted up his 
plate and said "You want some?" Anyone who worked in our department 
was, at one time or the other, the beneficiary of Elliott's culinary enthusi-
asms. Danishes, Haagen Dazs, cardamon gum, interesting new teas, 
almost anything. 
He was always available to friends who needed someone to talk to. He real-
ly listened, even if he was hearing the problem of the moment for the third 
time. Having heard you out, Elliott would then offer his advice and moral 
support (and half of his morning Danish). He once told me that there were 
two kinds of tzores (troubles) that one could have, and we should always be 
happy for gezinter tzores (healthy or good troubles). Whenever I have trou-
ble with my children, I always think of Elliott, and am thankful for my gez-
inter tzores. 
Elliott made it clear that his family was the center of his life. His wife, 
Etella, was his anchor, and his sons, Nachum and Ari sources of much pride 
and delight, (along with Tasha, his dog and companion on early morning 
walks to the banks of the East River near his home). 
Elliott's phenomenal linguistic abilities and depth and breadth of knowledge 
figure prominently in everyone's memories of him. Elliot and a colleague 
once found themselves in a cab driven by an Uzbeki cab driver. Naturally, 
Elliott spoke to him in Uzbek. (Elliott taught Uzbek at Columbia for several 
years.) The driver apparently refused to believe that Elliott wasn't from 
Uzbekistan himself-Uzbek not being a foreign language one would 
expect an American to speak! 
Elliott was in a constant state of wonder at life- human, plant or canine. 
His involvement in the New York Rare Pit and Plant Council, his forays to 
Central Park to collect ginkgo nuts or edible mushrooms (and his ability 
to distinguish what was, in fact, edible!) are well-known to us all. 
It was impossible to be with him and not learn-Elliott was a natural 
teacher, and his enthusiasm was infectious. When Elliott became enthused 
about anything, it was just about impossible not to follow suit. Perhaps it is 
the greatest testimony to who Elliott was that he is still so much a presence 
for so many of us. Something funny will happen and someone will say 
"Elliott would have loved that!" or someone will have a rough day, and will 
wish that Elliott's ever-available shoulder were still there to cry on. We 
miss him-but even more than that, we are grateful for our memories of a 
much-loved friend. 
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A Life of Learning 
Carlos Suarez 
What I most hold dear about Elliott 
Zak was his friendliness and willing-
ness to share knowledge with those he 
knew . I consider myself to be among 
the fortunate who knew him at 
Columbia and shared many moments 
of conversation with him. I know that 
when God created the Tower of 
Babel, he was there learning as much 
as possible so that the knowledge hid-
den in the many languages he learned 
would not be hidden from him. 
When I first began working here he 
was introduced to me by Ted Rauch, 
who was my supervisor and told me 
about him. Gradually we developed a 
friendship that was bonded by our 
common fascination with the Judea-
Islamic world. While I studied 
Hebrew I always went to him when-
ever I had a question about grammar 
or the meaning of a word and Elliott 
was always willing to share what he 
knew and help me. He introduced me 
to Ladino which might be considered 
by some to be a Spanish equivalent to 
Yiddish. This was the language of the 
Sephardic diaspora which had origi-
nated in Spain and was still spoken in 
some parts of Turkey,Yugoslavia and 
Greece by the Jewish communities in 
those countries. 
If any individual belonged in this 
place of learning it was he. Elliott 
made working here seem like it was a 
place where many interesting minds 
had the opportunity to meet and share 
knowledge and opinions and insights 
on every topic. This place has been 
made better by people like him. 
Elliott Zak, 
Portrait of a Cataloguer 
"I enjoy the reputation, but it's simply 
not true that I know every language 
under the sun." He sits at his desk 
in Original Monographs Cataloging in 
Butler Library, surrounded by piles of 
books in every size and color, with 
a bewildering variety of languages and 
scripts on the covers. Paperwork and 
correspondence lie buried underneath. 
He jumps up to select a book from 
three shelves of dictionaries and sits 
again, lost in its contents. His grey 
hair covers the twinkling eyes of a 
small boy intoxicated with learning. 
Thirteen years ago Elliott Zak was 
hired by Columbia University 
Libraries to catalog books in Arabic, 
Hebrew and Yiddish, but as his inter-
ests moved farther afield they added 
Hungarian, Romanian and Finnish to 
his job description, and now they give 
him anything from Tadjik to Ladino. 
"I am a language specialist, so I cata-
log all subjects in those languages, 
which can be annoying and 
scary sometimes because I don't know 
all those subjects in English. But I 
manage. With every book I learn 
something new, whether its a new 
word, or a new place, or a tribe I never 
heard of." 
"I had no awareness I had a penchant 
or interest in languages, " he 
explained. "My grandparents all 
spoke Yiddish, and I could not com-
municate with them. All I knew was 
Geh Schlofn, which was 'Go to 
sleep."' He went to Hebrew day 
schools as a child, where "it was a 
given we were fluent in Hebrew and 
English." 
Thomas M. Wolfe 
(Reprinted from Columbia Librarian (Fall 1991) 
By visiting different synagogues in his 
Brooklyn neighborhood he came in 
contact with communities from 
all parts of the world, and he noticed 
Hebrew was pronounced in different 
ways. "I remember sitting in a syna-
gogue at Yorn Kippur wondering how 
these words were originally pro-
nounced, and what they meant. I was 
infuriated I could not 
pronounce Hebrew the right way. I 
used to walk to Ocean Parkway prac-
ticing correct pronounciation. I would 
choke until I got it right. When I now 
pronounce Hebrew in an 
Arabic sounding way, my kids make 
fun of me." 
He came across Jews from the Balkans 
who spoke Ladino (a Spanish form of 
Yiddish), and "a whole contigent 
of [Arabic-speaking] students from 
Morocco [who came] to study in the 
Yeshiva, and they fascinated me. 
Their whole culture fascinated me. I 
would get records out and memorize 
their folk songs. I can still sing the 
songs for you." He starts to sing, then 
continues, "I taught myself 
Arabic, because I was fascinated by its 
similarity to Hebrew. I made lists of 
words that were similar." 
At Hunter College he majored in 
Russian, minored in Spanish, added 
some French, ancient Latin and Greek, 
and taught himself modern Greek and 
Turkish. Not surprisingly, the library 
"was the easiest place for me to find a 
job." 
For a year and a half he had a 
Romanian girlfriend, so he learned 
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that. Then he met his future wife, who 
spoke Russian. "My wife's family 
speaks a totally different dialect of 
Yiddish than I was accustomed to. So 
of course I had to get to the bottom of 
that, and I did. They also spoke 
Hungarian, and I of course bought a 
book and started studying Hungarian. 
And so at Columbia they added 
Romanian, Hungarian and Finnish to 
my job requirements." He has recent-
ly added the Central Asian languages 
of Uzbek and Tadjik, even teaching 
the former at Columbia. 
Waving his knife and fork for empha-
sis, he continues discussing these mat-
ters over lunch at 'Grandma's 
Place." In mid-sentence he stops a 
passing waiter to order butter 
in Arabic. "The waiters here are 
Egyptian, from Alexandria," he 
explains. 
An avid herbalist, he can turn the act 
of dining into a scholarly quest. He 
recently noticed the onions on 
his kebab were covered with a curious 
spice. "I came across this red dust on 
the shwarma. A conversation ensued 
in which I was told it was the same 
family as the poison summaq. They 
use it in the Persian New Year. Then I 
got a book I cataloged on plants of the 
Bible going back to antiquity. It was 
mentioned in the Talmud. It was 
called Og in Hebrew. I'm now in pos-
session of seeds of the said plant sent 
from Cyprus. I'm going to grow it, 
and I'm making a presentation on it [to 
the Rare Pit and Plant Council] in 
May. I'll give a talk on the history 
and uses of this plant from antiquity to 
the present day." 
j 
Speaking of Yiddish 
Ted Rauch 
One of the things I remember about Elliott was his incredible knowledge of Yiddish. Since I was studying Judaica, Yiddish was 
one of the Jewish topics that came up in our conversation. He would ask me how my family would pronounce a particular 
Yiddish word and would then go on to expound whether that was the "Galliziana" pronunciation (from what was formerly 
Galicia) or the Litvak one (from Lithuania). Or even be able to tell the more precise area of a Jewish person's background from 
their pronunciation of a Yiddish work. Elliott seemed to take this knowledge for granted and was almost embarassed by its 
scope and my amazement at his scholarship. 
What's in a Name? 
Lyudmila Zak 
In those days I made my first steps in Columbia libraries, trying to get accustomed to the new environment, people, lan-
guage, job, everything was new to me. And I remember quite clearly when one day a man with a very friendly appearance 
approached my desk in Book Acquisition, and introduced himself as Elliott Zak? Elliott Zak?? I used to think it was a 
rare last name, and I least expected to meet someone here with the same last name. 
He seemed to be so surprised himself that the way he introduced me to others was amazing: Do you know, this is 
Ludmila. She is also ZAK. He was proud to explain me the origin of the name, its meaning in Hebrew. I was always 
amazed by his knowledge of Hewbrew and Yiddish, but his perfect Russian was even more amazing to me. Although I 
was dubious when Elliott tried to speculate what if he and my husband could trace some relatives among their ancestors, 
I found a very old picture of my husband's grandma and brought it to him. 
A couple of days before the shocking news of his death I was desperately looking for him to help me with Israeli books in 
Yiddish, not realizing that we were already losing him ... But it is a good feeling to remember that there was a very nice 
person, always very helpful and that he had the same last name as yours. 
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In some ways Elliott and I were unlikely 
friends. Our backrounds and temperme-
nts were different, and I shared none of 
Elliott's genius . Sad to confess, I am 
untalented as a linguist, and the hardiest 
of plant species have been know to with-
er under my care. But none of that 
seemed to matter: we always had plenty 
to talk about. The almost daily conver-
sations Elliott and I had, for the thirteen 
years we worked together, wove a bond 
of affection, familiarity and respect for 
which I will always be grateful. 
A lot of things get shared in a thirteen 
year conversation : shifting aspirations 
and anxieties, milestones in the lives of 
children and loved ones, projects initiat-
ed and completed (some abandoned), 
illuminating memories confessed for 
pleasure, or to deepen the sense of 
mutual confidence and understanding. 
In the last year our conversation became 
darkened (though never completely, 
Elliott's humor being what it was) by 
talk of illness and mortality. During one 
of these talks, Elliott asked me, "If there 
is a memorial service for me, will you 
say something?" Of course I said 
yes. Secretly and selfishly, I was grati-
fied by this request. "He trusts me. He 
knows I love him." These are the feel-
ings we want our friends to have, espe-
cially when they are troubled. But what 
did he want me to say? Was 
there something he thought I felt or 
understood about him that he would 
want others to know? This is a question 
I failed to ask him. 
I loved and responded to those qualities 
in Elliott to which, I believe, most 
everyone responded. His serious 
and sophisticated intelligence was 
enlivened by a childlike capacity for 
delight, and a seemingly boundless 
sense of curiosity. One thing that made 
Elliott so special was the way in which 
his intellectual gifts served his fascina-
tion and affection for people. 
His scholarly love of etymologies was 
matched by an ear for dialect, and ever 
present wish to reach across linguistic 
gaps to say hello. Elliott was truly one 
of the world's welcomers. I could not 
ennumerate the number of times that I 
witnessed him bring smiles to the faces 
of students, waitresses, cabdrivers, shop-
keepers, etc., as he used a piece of their 
native language to make home seem just 
a bit closer. Sometimes his 
friendly inquisitiveness was met with 
initial suspicion, but this never seemed 
to concern him. Elliott was born with 
a passport, and he seemed to have the 
ability to make even the most bound-
aried individual eventually comfortable 
with his irrepressible personal style. 
Being somewhat "boundaried" myself, I 
admired and envied this quality in 
Elliott. I was also grateful for it: I felt 
at ease with him; along with the 
Ethiopian waitress and the student 
newly arrived from China, I too , was 
more at home in his presence. 
Elliott was a complex man, and his 
capacity for taking pleasure in people 
and the world was challenged by a vul-
nerability to anxiety, restlessness and 
self-doubt. Like all of us, he longed to 
be accepted and recognized for some-
thing more essential than his talents . 
"When I was in college my nickname 
was 'language,"' he once told me. 
"I hated that, it made me feel like some 
kind of freak. I can do other things, you 
know." 
Elliott was not one to cut a comfortable 
compromise with his demons. He 
worked with unrelenting perseverance 
at self understanding and forever sought 
ways to claim greater portions of his 
considerable energy for creative engage-
ment with the people and things he 
loved. Courage is not an attribute that 
Elliott would have claimed for himself. 
There was certainly nothing of the 
stereotypic persona of stoic bravery 
about him; this stance would have been 
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completely alien to his character. But I 
saw a kind of courage in his willingness 
to continue to struggle with 
difficult questions, and in the sincerity of 
his efforts at self honesty. 
Elliott lived in the shadow of illness for a 
much longer time than is generally 
known. The courage that he demonstrat-
ed in this phase of his life was unmistak-
able. He re_fused to be dominated by 
feelings of depression, anger and fear, 
even as he acknowledged these emotions 
and tried to learn from them. He 
affirmed his life by choosing to remain a 
full participant, continuing to make us a 
gift of his intelligence, humor and friend-
ship until it became physically impossi-
ble for him to do so. 
Riding the D train to Brooklyn the morn-
ing of Elliott's funeral: my attention is 
focused inward on the flow of fragment-
ed images and memories in which I hope 
to find some viceral essence of Elliott to 
which I can cling. A story presents 
itself. When Elliott was nine years old, 
his restlessness met his budding passion 
for horticultural oddities, and he ran 
away to Kentucky, hoping for a vision of 
the famed blue grass. The sight of a 
young Jewish boy from Brighton Beach 
traveling alone in the South must 
have raised suspicion. His family was 
contacted and he was shipped home. 
At another point I can hear Elliott's voice 
phrasing a jest that we shared. Elliott 
would typically close our spontaneous 
office chats by saying, "OK, let me go." 
Some years ago I teased him that he 
would say this even though it was he 
who had initiated the conversation. A 
chuckle over this became our ritual way 
of parting. 
"OK, let me go." 
I wanted the conversation to continue. 
-Russell Merritt 
Josephs. Caruso 
308 SIA 
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